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at your age. It's my belief you girls are worse than the
boys nowadays, more set on having amusement, pictures
and dances and what not. I walked from the tram to-
night with Mr. Gibson, who lives in the corner house at
the bottom of the next street, and he was telling me that
his son—I forget his name, but he's about your age, per-
haps a year or so older—"
"Do you mean Harry Gibson?" asked Edna.
"Is it Harry? Yes, I think it is. Well, Mr. Gibson
was telling me that this boy of his is attending three
evening classes a week—accountancy, book-keeping and
something else—three evening classes. That boy means
to get on and be somebody in the world. He's not wast-
ing all his time, he's using it to some purpose. I'm not
saying that you ought to go to evening classes—"
Here he broke off because he noticed that a mysterious
smile that had been hovering for the last minute now
seemed to have definitely settled on Edna's face. This
smile made him angry, or rather gave him an excuse for
exploding the anger that had been waiting inside him.
"And for goodness' sake, Edna, take that silly grin off
your face when I'm trying to talk sense to you," he
shouted, making her jump. "You're not at the pictures
now. You're nothing but a great silly baby."
"What have I done now?" she began indignantly.
"Any more of that impudence from you," Mr. Smeeth
shouted at her, glaring. But there was no more of that
impudence, which suddenly melted to tears. Edna, not
a strong character at any time and now completely taken
aback by her father's sudden rage, hastily left the room,
whimpering.
Mr. Smeeth spent the next few minutes telling him-
self all the things that were wrong with his daughter and

